


(cont'd)

« « « No one has made
the art by which one makes the works
of art. Each one who speaks speaks
as a convocation. We live as councils
of ghosts. It is not "human genius"
that makes us human, but an old love,
an old intelligence of the heart
we gather to us from the world,
from the creatures, from the angels
of inspiration, from the dead ==
an intelligence werely nonexistent
to those who do not have it, but
to those who have it

nore dear than life.

Happy Birthday,

Cax

Pester Flatt

P.S. Sorry 'bout the coffee stain.




